Abaccaa
babacc


a Lust    a trust 
b Twist  a must 
a Fuzz
c Cheap 
c Deep
a must 
a up

a me 
b 

It came through a lust 
A twist 
A fuzz 
Like it was cheep 
Better yet somewhat deep 
A type you must 
Yet I always give it up

All I can do is rust 
Add blips 
It is a must
I can't breathe
Unless the room is empty 
I trash what must 
Always be given up

Who is left to trust 
When rust is what I lust 
Its always those thoughts that creep 
And to produce them is very cheap 
Thats why they are always above 
Like a toxic mist
That rusts my metal grudge 

My thoughts so crisp 
It slits and drains my happiness 
Like main artery blood loss 
I just cut too deep 
And I can cut through bone 
If no one ever remembers me 

Yet no one should ever fucking bother me 
Thats not what I need 
I just need a lust 
Of people lusting after me 
But as I twist into the fuzz 
And in this filth and petty mud 
It still feels too cheap 
And even still way too deep 
Yet type I must 
And yet in the middle I just given up


